ler bad man." Then he got up and seizing a cane from one 119
of the by-standers he put it to his shoulder and imitated
a man firing point-blank. Bang-bang! he went, dancing
around and aiming at one after the other. Bang-bang!
Everybody laughed heartily. "Me," he said, jerking his
thumb towards his breast, "me good soldier. Me kill
Turks . . . many Turks. Me kill, kill, kill" and he
made a ferocious, blood-thirsty grimace. "Cretan people
good soldiers. Italians no good." He went up to one of
the men and seized him by the collar. He made as if he
were slitting the man's throat. "Italians, bah!" He spat
on the ground. "Me kill Mussolini . . . like a that!
Mussolini bad man. Greek no like Mussolini. We kill all
Italians." He sat down grinning and chuckling. "Presi-
dent Roosevelt, he help Greeks, yes?" I nodded. "Greek
good fighter. He kill everybody. He no Jf raid of nobody.
Look! Me, one man . . ." He pointed to the others.
"Me one Greek." He pointed to the others, snatching the
cane again and brandishing it like a club. "Me kill every-
body—German, Italian, Russian, Turk, French. Greek
no }f raid." The others laughed and nodded their -heads
approvingly. It was convincing, to say the least. .
The bus was getting ready to move. The whole village
seemed to have gathered to see me off. I climbed aboard
and waved good-bye. A little girl stepped forward and
handed me a bunch of flowers. The interlocutor shouted
Hooray! A gawky young lad yelled All right! and they
all laughed.
After dinner that evening I took a.walk to the edge of
the town. It was like walking through the land of Ur. I
was making for a brilliantly lit cafe in the distance. About
a mile away, it seemed, I could hear the loud-speaker
blasting out the war news—first in Greek, then in French,

